Beside this river's ever-murmuring bed, When gentle sleep has her dominion spread On every living thing around, but thee? The silent stars, that twinkle o'er thy head, Shed rest and peace on hill, and flower, and
tree;
All but the eternal stream, that flows melo-\diously."
VIII
Solemn her voice, as music's vesper peal From distant choir to cloistered echo borne, Where the deep notes through pillared twilight steal,
Breathing tranquillity to souls that mourn. The awe-struck youth replied:   "Of one so
lorn
Canst thou, empyreal spirit, deign require The secret woes by which his soul is torn ? Sure from the fountain of eternal fire Thy wondrous birth began,  great Mithra's self thy sire.
IX
"Through many an age amid these island-bowers
The simple fathers of our race have dwelt;
To them spontaneous Nature fruits and flowers,
By toil unsought, with partial bounty dealt;
